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Christ was a Power to be exploited. In his weird gnostic dia-
logues with his Master, the Mayor of Glastonbury addressed
Him like a friend, almost like an equal. He was the Mayor's
great magician, his super-Merlin, by whose strength and support
he became strong. Never once had it crossed the threshold of
Mr. Geard's consciousness that it was his duty to live a life of
self-sacrifice.
"I live as I like to live" he would have retorted to any ascetic
protest, "and my Master lives as He likes to live. His Blood is
the Water of Life!"
"Christ in His Grail," repeated Sam to himself, "and Father
in his aquarium and Nell in my mother's room!"
She had turned her face away from him now. She was bending
over the fire, prodding it pensively with the poker. As he watched
her doing this, the feeling came over him that just behind the
physical- drama that was going on at the minute, another, a cor-
responding drama, was going on in the Invisible.
"Aquarium-Grail . . . Grail-aquarium," he muttered; and his
ichthyological mind visioned a Fish that was a real fish and yet
something more than a fish shedding a mystic light out of an
enchanted vessel.
Sam lowered his eyes and let his head sink deeper and deeper
into his chest, while his hands, that were in his pockets, clenched
their fists. He thought of a particular spot on the banks of the
Brue where he had often fished with his father as a boy. It was
at a turn of the river and it was several fields westward from the
wooden bridge where Young Tewsy had caught his recent sur-
prising catch, to the delight of Mother Legge.
"Aquarium-Grail," he repeated, in the dark trans-lunar cave
oi his consciousness, "Grail-aquarium"; and it came over him,
just as if his tormented and tormenting God had whispered it
into his ear, that the sacrifice which was laid upon him now was
to leave the Vicarage himself.
"If she can't stand Father and me together," he thought, "and
I expect we have made it too much for her, it's not she that must
go ... that's unthinkable . . . how would she get on alone
. . . alone with OUT child? . . . it's myself that must go . , .
it's you, Sam, that must go."